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of brandy in brief succession. My nerves were worn to
rags and nothing but this overdose of stimulant would
have kept me going. I slipped away by a side door,
furtively, as if I had been a burglar. Not for a kingdom
would I have crossed the great hall again, have exposed
myself to mocking eyes. What did I do next? I can
hardly remember. Wandering from one saloon to an*
other, I tried to drink myself into oblivion; but nothing
could dull my senses. Still I heard the laugh which had
first driven me crazy and the feigned laughter with which
she had covered up my boorishness that evening. Walk-
ing on the quays, I looked down into the water, and
regretted bitterly that I had not brought my pistol with
me so that I could blow out my brains and drop into the
quiet pool. My mind became fixed on this automatic
and I resolved to make an end of myself. I wearily went
back to the hotel.

"If I refrained from shooting myself in the small hours,
it was not, believe me, from cowardice. Nothing I should
have liked better than to press the trigger, in the convic-
tion that thus I could put an end to the torment of my
thoughts. After all, I was obsessed by the idea of duty,
that accursed notion of duty. It maddened me to think
that she might still have need of me, to know that she
really did need me. Here was Thursday morning. In
two days her husband would be back. I was sure this
proud woman would never live to face the shame that
must ensue upon discovery. I tramped up and down my
room for hours, turning these thoughts over in my mind,
cursing the impatience, the blunders, that had made it
impossible for me to help her. How was I to approach
her now? How was I to convince her that all I asked
was to be allowed to serve her? She would not see me,
she would not see me. In fancy I heard her fierce
laughter and watched her nostrils twitching with con-
tempt. Up and down, up and down the ten feet of my
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